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one little girl, anyway."
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"I am going down to se

some washing for me," sai<
go with me. Pick out the <

and we will start at once."
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tie house. "Just think of
house and having no playtl
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world. There were corn c

around the sand pile, and
with pebbles and shells f<
fences to divide the fields,
to see the wonderful thin
and forgot all about Poll;
newspaper.
"What did Effie think of

ma when they started hom
"I didn't give her to Effic

has the loveliest plaything:
aren't half as nice. She isi

"All little boys and girls
llDt'P rrnA/4 ^ ~
i»u* v iiintr> dUU UC

"Never forget that, dearie!
world will not make selfish
boys and girls can make the
good times all the year rou
she isn't poor, Effie, but i

Hilda Richmond, in Heralc

PUZ2

Now when I hurt
I do, you know, m<
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And when to-nigh
And I could only
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And all my throat
She seemed to loi
I wonder why she
Did mother say, '
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lings!"
the house three rosy little
ir pink toes into a heap of
iving the best time in the
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ir animals, and little stick
Amy dropped right down

gs the children had made,
y Dolly, wrapped up in a

Polly Dolly?" asked mame.
mamma," said Amy. "She

5 in all the world and mine
l't poor at all, but rich."
are rich who know how to
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A BIRTHDAY S

By Kathleen Ed<
It was grandmother's birtl

making the cake. Ned and
woods for flowers, and no one
tion to three-year-old Dorotlv
the house at her own free will
Her little hands were into

ter's neat bureau drawers w>
the clean handkerchiefs all
with cologne, Dorothy went ii
On the dresser stood an att

box. The cover was soon of
said Dorothy, as she took out
She put the cover on again, a
thimble in her hand.
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room, and, seizing the little b
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orated table.
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